The Htjlorie * 

Prin. Comeliichei-jFrances. Fran, My Lord; 

Pan. How long halt thou to feme, Frances? 

Fran, Forfootli, fiuc yecre.s, and as-inuch as to. 

To. Frances. j 
Fran Anon, anon fir. 

Erin, Fme ycere,berMHy a long Ieafefor the clinking ofpe W - 
fer* bite Frances,dareft thou be fo valiant, .is to play the coward 1 
with thy Indenture , and fijewitafairepaire of lieeles. and™ 
from it? . * 

Fran. O Lord fir, ilebe livome vpon all the bookes in Eng- 
land,! could find in my heart, 

Pont. Frances, • Fran.Anon fir. 

Pri», Ho w old art thou, Frances ? 

Fran. Let me lee, about Michaelmas next I fiiall be, 

Toin, Frances, 

Fran, Anon fir, pray you ftay a little my Lord, 

Erin, Nay butharlce you Frances, for the fugar thou gauel; 
tnc,t\vas a peni.vorth, was’c not? 

Fran , O Lord, I would it had bin two. f 

P rtn, I will giue thee tor it, a thoufand pound,aske me when 
tliou wilr, and thou (halt haue it, 

P oin, Frances, F ran, Anon, anon, 

P rin. Anon Frances,no Frances, but to morrow Frances: or 
Frances a Thurfdayj or indeed Frances when thou Wilt. But 
> Frances. 

F ran. My Lord. 

Erin, Wilt thou rob this leatherne Ierkin, criftall button, 
not-patcd,agat ring, puke ltockmg, Caddice garter, fmoodi 
tongue, fpaiiifh pouch? 

Fran, O Lord fir,, who doe you mca ne? , 

Erin. Wliy, then your browne Ballard is your onely drinlceJ 
for looke you Frances , your white canuas doublet will fuUey* 
In Barbary fir, it cannot come to do much. 

Fran, What fir? Poin. Frances. 

Trm. Away yourogue, doll thou not heare them call. 
flere tfccy both call him , the Draper FI ancle amazed, not knowing 
Vehich way togoe . Enter Vintner. 

Vint. Whatjftandlt thou ftil, and heard; fuch a calling? 1°°*® 
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of Henry the fourth f 
rn fhe ohelb within. My Lord, old firlolm with halfe a douzefl 

p in Let them alone awhile, and then open the doore:P*/#«, 

Voi Anon,anon fir, inter Poincs. 

'Prmce. Sirra.F.aJitalflfe and the reft ofthe theeues are at the 
doovevfhall we be merry? 

Voi As merry as Crickets, my lad,butharkcye,what cunning 

match haue youmadewith this ieft ofthe Drawer? come, what's 

^’p rin, I am now of all humours,that haue fhewed themfelues 
humours fince the old day es of goodman Adam, to th e pupill 
age of tins prefeat twelue a dockc at midnight. What’s a clocke, 
Frances ? 

Fran. Anon, anon firj 

p rin. That euer this fellowe fhould haue fewer words then 
a Parrat,& yet the fonne ofa woman. His induftrie is vp ftaires 
and do.wne ftaires, his eloquence the parcel ofa reckoning.I ant 
not yetofPercics minde, the Hotfpur of the North,he thatkils 
mefoine fixeorfeuendouzen of Scots ata breakefaft, wafiies 
his handes, and fayes to his wife,Fie vpon this quiet life, I want 
worked O my fwcet Harry faies lhe ! how many Juft thoivkild 
to day ? Giue my Roane horfe a drench (fayes hee ) and aun-> 
fivers fomefourteene,an hour after a trifle, atriflle. I prethee 
call m FalftalfFc, lie play Percy, and that damnde bratyne iliall 
play Dame Mortimer his wife.RWa faies the drunkard: call in 
Ribs, call in Tallow, 

Enter Faljlalffe. 

Voi. Welcome Iacke,where haft thou bene? 

F*lf, A plague ofal cowards 1 fay, and a vengeance too,mar«* 
ry and Amen : giue me a cup of lacke boy, E’re I lead this life 
ongule fow neatherftocks,asd mend them, Stfoote them too, 
A plague of all cowards. Gi~e me a cup oflacke.rogue,is tlierc 
no vertue extant? hedrinketh. 

1 rtn. Didft thou iieuer fee Titan kifTe a difh of butter,pitifui 
laited I itanthatmelted at the fweettale of the lonnes? if thou 
yudfbjthcn behold that compound. 
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